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I were dining with her at Liverpool Street prior to a meeting.
Suddenly she went deadly pale and fainted. She quickly recovered,
but nothing would persuade her to go home and rest, and she
carried on with her work. I was very lucky in the people who came
to help me at my election. They came from all over London and
I owe much of my success to their hard work, going from door to
door conveying my message personally to the electors. Many of
my meetings were stormy, but when they were over they left no
bitterness. At one of them a very unpleasant person in a grey
hat was constantly interrupting and I rather gathered he-was not
even a Bethnal Greener. Next morning I met a burly street-trader
friend of mine who asked me what I thought of the man in the grey
hat. "Not much," I said, "but he didn't last long.55 "No,?9 said
my burly supporter, "I says to him, hold your noise and he wouldn't
stop. Unlucky I didn't have me beetle crushers on, only me
pumps, but you'll never hear him again." Certainly there was a
scuffle at the back of the hall and then I had peace.

Headlam took the chair at most of my meetings at this election
and he paid me the graceful compliment of saying that I had never
spoken down to my electors. I am sure the electors prefer to be
taken seriously even if occasionally one does talk a bit over their
heads.

There are two divisions of Bethnal Green, South West and North
East. I represented South West and Mr. Garnham Edmonds, also
a Liberal, for a time represented North East. He was a tall,
handsome man, with a great shock of hair. He had a shop in
Bethnal Green Road, where he sold tripe and offal. He continued)
to serve behind the counter after he w1S*Hecttedt M.P., and would
go every morning to Smithfield Market at six-thirty to make his
purchases. He had been Mayor of the Borough and was known to
almost everyone but, alas, he was defeated by Labour, though if
anybody could claim to have worked for his living, surely Garnham
Edmonds had special title to the claim. This reminds me of an
amusing incident. My Association always called itself the "Liberal
Radicals and Labour Association," and before 1918 our candidates
had never been opposed by Labour at the local Borough Council
elections, and my friends, all of whom were working men, resented
the claim of the Socialists to a monopoly of the word Labour. My
friend George Bailey was in the chair at the meeting to select
candidates. Bailey was a wheelwright and made barrows for the
street traders. "They say," he said, "I'm not Labour," aud he held
up two grimy hands with pride at which the audienc^ cheered. I
pushed mine in my pockets, ashamed at their cleanliness. Up rose
Tom Brookes, a chimney-sweep. "George Bailey says look at his
hands: I say look at my hands/* and Tom displayed two hands